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U[[ iTheimft lamentahle Tragedk 

Nor armc nor face, 6 be fome other name 

Belonging to a man. 

Whats in a name that which we call a rofe, 
By any other word would fmel! as f a eef e, 
So Romeo would wene he not Romeo cald, 
Retaine that deare perfection which hcowcf, 
Without that tydc^Romeo doffe thy name, 
And for thy name which is no pan of thee, 
Take all myfeifc. 
%o. I take thee at thy word: 
5 o ! Call me but loue,and lie be new baptizdc, 

Henceforth I ncucr will be Romeo. 

lulu What man art thou , that thus befchreend irs 
Sottumbieft on my counfcli i (night 
%o. By a name, I know not how to fell thee who I 
lVlynamedearcfairu,isharefulicomyfcli:c 3 (am: 
Becauf e it is an enemie ro thee, 
Had lit written, I wou'dtearethe word. 

lull. My eatcs hauc yet not diunk a hundred woidf 
Of thy tongus urtering,ya 1 know the found. 
Art thou not Romeo ,and a M ountagne? 
%o. Neither faircmaidc,if either thee diflike: 
lull. How camcCt thou hither,tel mc,and wherfore? 
The Orchard walls arel.nah and hard to chmbc, 
And the'pbcc dcath,confidcnng who thou art, 
K any ofmykifmen find thee here. 
5 R 0t With loues light Wings did I orepearch thelc: 

For ftonie limits cannot hold loueout, (walls* 
And what loue can do,that dares loue attempt : 
Therefoiethy kinfnienare no flop to me. 
0 ' Ih. If they eo fee thcc,thcy will murther thee. 

Ro % A lack there lies more penll in thine eye, 
Thentwcntie o*f their fwovdslooke thou but fvveete, 
.And lam proofc ncrainft their enmitie. 

1 would not" for the world they faw thee here. 



of^meodndhltet. 

Ko I haue nights cloake to hide me fro their cM 
And but thou loue me,let them finde me here, 
My life were better encTed by their hate, 
Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

In By whofc direttion foundft thou out this place* 

5^, By loue that firit did promp me to enquire, 
He lent mecounfell,and I lent bim eyes: 
IainnoPylar,yetwertthouasfarre 
Asthatvaft (horewafheth with the iarrneit lea, 
I fhould aduenturc for fuch marchandife. 

Iu. Thou knowed the mask of right is on my face, 
Elfc woulda maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke, 
For that which thou had heard me fpeakc to night, 
Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,faine, denic 
What I hauefpoke,but farwell complement. 
Doeft thou loue wed know thou wilt fay I : 
And I will take thy word,yet if thou fwearft, 
Thou mateft prouc falfe at louers penuries. 
They fay loue Jaughes,oh gentle Romeo % 
Ifthoudoft loue,pronounceit faithfully: 
Or if thou thinkcil I am too quickly wonne, 
Uefrowncand beperuerfcand fay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooe,but elfe not for the world,. 
In truth faire CMontague I am too fond: 
And therefore thou maieft think my behauior Iighr s 
But truft me gentlcman,ile prouc more true, 
Then thofe that hauc coyingtobc ftrangc, 
1 fli- uld haue bene more ftrangc,I mull confeflc* 
But that thou oucrheardft ere 1 was ware, 
My trulouc paffion,therefore pardon me, 
A nd not impute this yeclding to light loue* 
Which the darke night hath fo difcoucred. 

Ro. Lady,by yonder blclTcd Moonc I vow, 
T[iat rips with filuer all thefe frute tvee tops. 

/«. O fvvear not by the moone th'inconltant raoone, 
That ruunethly changes in her circle oi be,, 


IUI 
75 


8o 


85 


9° 


95 


105 


JLcaflr 



